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"No you fucking listen Tommy--." Nikki screamed jumping to his feet as the on going battle between he and 
Tommy raged. 


"You don't fucking tell me what to dol" When it came to flaring tempers, Nikki and Tommy broke the mold. They 
were both arrogant, cocky, and both were convinced the world turned for their sole pleasure. Tommy was on 
his feet now, nose to nose with the raven haired bassist. Their chests heaved and touched each time they 
inhaled. Nikki clenched and unclenched his fist at his side, determined to bash the overbearing drummers face 


in. 


"Well somebody should! Maybe then this fucking band wouldn't suck so damn much!" He growled in a low, 
almost inaudible tone. Tommy threw his head back and laughed, making the mistake of turning his back on his 


adversary. 


"Fucker!" Nikki shouted grabbing the nearest empty bottle and smashing it across the back of Tommy's head. 
The drummer fell across the coffee table before his body found the floor. A shower of glass littered the floor 
and surrounding articles of furniture, not to mention a stunned Mick and Vince. 

"Now piss me off again you son of a bitch." Nikki threw the neck of the bottle at the motionless man before 
inspecting his now bleeding hand. 


"I gotta get outta here." Mick shook his head and made a quick exit. 


"Mick--." Vince called after him, only to be ignored. The door slammed shut, and Nikki finally took his eyes off 
of Tommy. 


"Dammit Nikki," Vince sighed rubbing his forehead as he paced back and forth in front of his fallen band mate, 
"why can't you two agree on anything?" 


"Look | don't need a fucking lecture." Nikki shook his hand and sucked on the wound, avoiding Vince's concerned 


eyes. 


‘lm not trying to give you one. All! wanted was to keep this together long enough to get this album out, 
that's it. That's all | wanted to say." He shrugged and clasped his hands together in front of him, a look of 


disappointment on his face. 


Silence prevailed over words long enough for Nikki's tough exterior to lose some of it's power. Vince had no 
real idea what the whole feud was about; he only thought he did. He watched his friend carefully, watched him 
thinking, studied his facial expressions. He knew there was something going on much deeper than what was 


happening on the outside. 


"You don't have anything to say Nikki?" The blonde moved in closer and looked up into the taller man's distant 
eyes. Nikki arched his eyebrows and turned, his bare back now facing the singer. The smaller man nodded and 
turned away himself, keeping his hands busy by picking up some of the broken glass. That was of course his 
job. Cleaning up the aftermath of one of the bands violent arguments. 


He couldn't do anything but stand there, his back turned to his problems. His hand rested on his chin, and his 


mind did everything but rest. He kept having flashbacks of when this feud first began, and the night that 
Tommy pushed him over the edge. He snapped back to reality the moment his blood began to boil. His heart 
pounded inside his chest. It felt like his heart was going to drill right through his flesh. His stomach churned. 
His mouth went dry. His anger had reached a dangerous peak, and his body couldn't withstand the pressure. He 
turned on his heals and made a beeline for the door. 


"Nikki, wait!" Vince called after him. It was the second time in less than a half hour he'd had a door slammed in 
his face. He was starting to see a trend. He glanced at Tommy, still out cold. The glass crunched under his feet 
as he made his way to the lifeless drummer. Hauling Tommy to his feet was the next task, and throwing him 
on the couch was his goal. The damage to his head was minimal, but the carpet was now stained a deep 


crimson. 


Vince sat on the edge of the sofa beside Tommy's body, trying desperately to understand. Music was not the 
issue. What exactly set the bassist off? What was his weakness? Vince had to get to the bottom of this 


situation, and quick too. 


Back in Nikki's room, he lay across his bed, arms stretched out above his head, his legs dangling over the edge 
of the bed. He hadn't bothered to take off his boots and the leather pants were terribly uncomfortable for 
the position. 


He'd been taking hits off a joint that now dangled between his lips as he stared blankly up at the ceiling. He 
pulled one leg up, bent at the knee, so he could untie his heavy boot and used his other foot to shove it from 
his foot. He did the same with his other one, stopping to hit the joint before grounding it out in the full 
ashtray above his head. 

His head spun a little as he sat up, fingers at his belt buckle, intent on taking off the tight leather. A knock 
sounded on his door, startling him a little. Figuring it was some crazed fan wanting a night with a rock star he 
pulled a shirt on on his way to answer it. He just wasn't in the mood for another groupie slut tonight. He pulled 
open the door and swallowed thickly. "Vince." 


The singer breezed in past him, hands running through his blond hair. "This has got to stop, Nikki. You two 
can't just fucking kill each other. This is a band and we have to get along to some extent! If you kill our 


drummer then we're fucked, dude!" 


Nikki rubbed his head against the side of the door before closing it. He kept his back turned to the singer. He 
didn't need to see him to know what was going on. Right now those critical eyes were bearing down on him. His 
hands would be on his hips, and one leg would be bent at the knee. He really was a sight whether he realized it 


or not. 
"Nikki, what the hell is the problem?" 


The bassist sighed and turned, finally focusing his eyes on the blonde. His breath caught in his throat and he 
suddenly found himself unable to move. His prediction of the blonde's position was completely wrong. He'd 
moved closer, only feet away from him now. His arms were at his side, and his eyes were not at all critical, 


but instead warm. 


"I can't stand seeing you like this dammit" He said quietly, almost inaudibly. Nikki took a deep steadying breath 
before he crossed the distance between them. He stared down into his face, knowing he had to say something 
now. They'd always been close friends, but this secret could tear them apart. 


"Please talk to me, Nik" The bassist's heart almost leaped out of his chest when he felt Vince's arms wrap 
around his waist. They were accompanied by his head falling against his chest. The taller man sighed and let his 


hand rest on the back of his friend's head. The warmth of his smaller body in his arms felt so good. 


‘Its not about the music, Vinnie." He admitted, his lips moving against a sea of blonde. There was movement. 


Vince shifted so that he was looking directly into Nikki's troubled eyes. 
"Then what is it?" 


Nikki's trembling hand moved up to caress his friends cheek. His fingertips brushed gently over his bottom lip. 
He had to keep a close grip on reality or he'd end up crushing his lips against those full pink ones. 


"You're so beautiful" He didn't realize he'd said it aloud until he saw Vince's cheeks turn a pale shade of pink, 


now matching his ever so tempting lips. 


"So you hate Tommy because l'm beautiful?" Vince smiled, and Nikki's heart melted. 


"Tommy likes you, Vinnie," He paused focusing on a stray piece of platinum blonde, "he's.. sick. | was just 


protecting you, that's all" His face fell into the curve of the smaller man's neck, nuzzling his soft skin 
"You mean he.. wants to... 


"He was gonna hurt you. He had planned it out, and he was gonna do it tonight and | just couldn't take hearing 
his shit anymore. | just wanted to protect you." 


Silence. 


The only movements were Vince's fingers curling around Nikki's raven hair. "So | did the only thing | knew how 
to do. | hurt him to keep him from hurting you. | know that's not the best way to handle things but it was 
spur of the moment. | saw the way he was looking at you and | just snapped, Vince. | mean, if you want to do 
things with him then that's none of my business but he wants you whether you want him or not and that's 
not how | want you and--" Cool fingers against his lips halted the outpouring of words. 


"Thank you, Nikki." 


"What?" 


"Thank you for looking out for me. I'm glad I've got someone like you to watch out for me." Vince's eyes bored 
into Nikki's as he spoke, his lips so very close to the other man's. Nikki held his breath, his heart skipping 
several beats as he waited to see what the singer would do next. "And now that | know you want me as much 
as | want you, I'm not afraid to do this." Vince raised up enough to brush his lips against the bassist's. It could 
barely be called a kiss but Nikki groaned and immediately opened his mouth, tongue spearing out and invading 
the smaller man's in a fierce possession. He caught the blonde's gasp with his mouth and swallowed the sound 


with a lusty growl. His hands were everywhere at once, years of wanting welling up in him. 


As if just realizing what was happening, Nikki jerked away, his harsh breathing the only sound in the room. "lm 
sorry, Vince. | shouldn't have." 


Vince was panting and reached up to touch his kiss swollen lips. "No, no Nik, don't be sorry." Vince's lips found 
the spot just beneath the bassist ear. Nikki's head rolled back, exposing his throat to the singer. Vince's fingers 
played down the freshly exposed flesh, down his chest to his stomach before taking his hand and backing 
slowly toward the bed. 


"You don't have to do this, Vinnie." Nikki kissed the smaller hand in his just before it slipped away. Vince sat 
back on the bed before reaching up and snatching a handful of t-shirt, jerking the bassist down on his lap, one 


knee to each side of him. 


"You just don't know, Nikki, how amazing you are." Vince whispered his hands running up and down the warm 
skin of his back beneath his shirt. Nikki went in for another passionate kiss, his tongue finding its way into 
Vince's inviting mouth. His hands urged the bassist up on his knees so that those roaming hands could have 
better access to the rest of his body. The blonde sighed into Nikki and wrapped his arms around his waist, his 
hands cupping the bassists perfectly formed behind. Nikki broke the kiss and placed both hands on the smaller 
man's shoulders, shoving him down to the mattress. He didn't give him time to move before he literally tore 


the thin white material covering Vince's torso from his body. 


"You're fucking perfect.” He drawled leaning down to drag his tongue over a nipple. He smiled against the wet 
trail he'd just made upon hearing the singer's breath become heavier. He repeated the action before taking the 
sensitive flesh between his teeth and baring down just hard enough to elicit a whimper. With one swift 
movement, Nikki was on the other side, repeating the pleasure. The blonde's gloved hands gripped his lovers 
shoulders, massaging and digging his nails into the flesh he found there from time to time. 


"Mmm Nikki. | need you so bad right now" The aching in his jeans was becoming quite difficult to endure, 
especially with a bassist on top of him. Nikki grinned and rubbed his knee against the blonde's thigh. 


"Please, Nikki." His eyes slipped shut as the heat that was his lover slithered lower. A pair of lips attached 


themselves to his stomach while a devious hand massaged the growing bulge. 


A high pitched whine issued from Vince's throat and he ground his hips up into the hand. Nikki chuckled deep in 
his chest and moved to unbutton the deliciously tight jeans. Slipping off the bed to his knee's, Vince's legs 
framing his sides, he tugged the pants down and swallowed at much of the singers cock as he could in one 


swift motion. 


"Ahh, fuuuck." Vince's hands fisted in the bed sheets until he felt them give under his hands and he fell back 
against the mattress. He tried to remain still so as not to choke his new found lover but his hips weren't 
following his brains command. Nikki's strong, guitar roughened hands on his flesh kept him mostly still as he 


moved slowly up and down a few times before sitting back on his heels and grinning. 


"You don't know how long I've wanted to have you naked and panting for me, Vince. Its what | think about at 
night." The dark haired man slowly unzipped his own pants, watching Vince's eyes dilate as he took it all in, inch 
my creamy white inch. When the bassist was naked he practically fell on top of the singer, cocks rubbing 
Together in an almost frantic rhythm. "I want to be inside you, Vinnie. | have to be. Tell me you want it as 


much as | do." His voice was almost pleading as he stared plaintively into Vince's eyes. 
"God yes. Please, Nikki, | want you to fuck me,” Vince groaned out. 


"Then scream it, fucking scream it." The bassist growled and reached between them to get a firm grip on his 
lovers dripping cock. 


"I fucking want youl Right fucking now!" He screamed, doing as he was told. Nikki smirked, loving the use of that 
word on that man's lips. Nikki took one last look into the desperate eyes of the blonde before tearing away. He 
snatched the bottle of lotion from the bedside table and returned His body craved the warmth that was 


genuinely Vince. 


"Vinnie, before we do this," He paused to choke down his anxiety, "I want you to know, | love you Vinnie. | always 


have." His fingers played gently through layers of platinum blonde. 
"Nik.. | had no idea" His arms wrapped around Nikki's upper body and pulled him in close. 
"| don't want this to be just another fuck | ---." 


“Shhhh." The bassist was hushed by a finger against his lips, soon replaced by those soft pink ones that could 
be described no other way than heavenly. 


"| don't want this to be just another fuck either." Nikki's heart melted when those words filled his ears. He 
wanted to cry, to laugh, to scream, to just explode with emotion All his angst and frustration had built up into 
a rocket, and it was ready to go. He crushed his lips frantically against Vince's, but the sweet encounter didn't 


last long. He tore himself away long enough to relocate the bottle of lotion. He poured a large amount into the 
palm of a calloused hand before bringing it to his aching member. He hissed through clenched teeth as the cool 
liquid made contact with hot flushed skin. He had to fight the urge to jerk himself off right there, but the 
lovely sight before him was just enough motivation He coated his fingers in the smooth substance and 
brought them to Vince's tight virgin entrance. He slid one digit in quite easily. Another followed and then 
another. By now Vince was squirming. The pain was immense, but Nikki's free hand petted his stomach soothing 
him the entire time. He had almost adjusted when the warmth left his body. It was almost immediately 
replaced with the dripping head of Nikki's lubricated cock. 


If | hurt you, please tell me and | can stop." Nikki adjusted Vince's legs so he had better access. The blonde 
nodded and closed his eyes. He could almost feel the pain already. Nikki took a deep steadying breath and began 


to push his way inside his lover. He moved as slow as possible, determined not to hurt the blonde. 


"Damn, Vinnie, you're so fucking tight." He cursed, keeping his eyes focused on Vince's face. A sweat had broke 
out on his forehead and his fingers were white from digging into the mattress. He detected the stress and 
leaned forward to brush his fingertips against Vince's cheek. This calmed him enough for Nikki to slowly bury 
himself completely in the depths of Vince's body. 


"You okay?" Nikki asked, trying his best to keep his composure. 


‘Mmm hmm." Came an unsteady shaky voice. They stayed like that long enough that the pain began to fade, 


and in its place was sheer ecstasy. 


"Mmm baby move." Vince squirmed against Nikki's hips, his cock straining against his body, begging for sweet 
release. The bassist did as he was told and pulled out, then entered once again.. slowly. This was torture. 


"Faster." He moaned reaching down to stroke his member. Nikki's pace quickened gradually until he was 
thrusting hard into him. The head of his cock brushed past Vince's prostate, creating a spark which would soon 


become a raging fire. 
"God Nikkill" He screamed over and over, reaching down to tangle his fingers in a mass of raven locks. 
"I'm cumming, Vinnie." Nikki gasped, his body no longer able to hold on to its loose grip on control. 


"Kiss me when you do, | wanna feel it" Nikki immediately crushed his lips against Vince's as his orgasm tore 
through his body. He growled into the kiss and laced his fingers with Vince's as he, too, lost control. His seed 
spilled out onto his stomach and chest between their bodies, some smearing onto Nikki's. Their bodies melted 
together as one, as did their thoughts. No other encounter had ever felt this way, for either of them. Nikki 
pulled himself out of his lover and collapsed beside of him, not caring what substance he stained the covers 


with. 


"C'mere, | gotta touch you." Nikki pulled the blonde in as close as he could get him feeling the sticky substance 


once again against his stomach. He didn't care. The only thing that mattered was what he held in his arms. 


"Nik, | love you." He whispered, kissing a trail from Nikki's chest to his lips before capturing them in yet 


another sweet embrace. 
"You can't imagine how much | love you." He replied, refusing to let him go. 


Time passed, nearly half an hour they lay there tangled, naked, sticky, and in love. Nikki propped himself up 
against the headboard with Vince's head resting on his chest. He'd reached to the bedside table and snagged his 
smokes and an ashtray. He handed one to the blonde and took one out for himself, emptying the pack. It was 
discarded to the floor along with various articles of clothing. He lit his smoke, and held the flame down for his 


lover. 


"You have any regrets?" The raven haired man asked, taking the first nicotine enhanced puff off his smoke. He 
almost panicked when Vince didn't answer right away. 


“There are things that cannot be undone, no matter how hard one tries." 

Nikki tipped his chin up so that he could look deep into his eyes. "You saying you want this undone Vince?" 
The blonde smiled and scooted up so that he could lay his head in the crook between Nikki's neck and his 
shoulder. "No, I'm saying that | don't even wanna try." He concluded with a smile. Nikki laughed and smashed 
both their smokes out in the ashtray, setting it on the nightstand before throwing the covers over their 
heads. He stuck his arm out to pull the chain on the lamp, leaving them in the dark.. together at last. 


THE END 


